H8             THE  TIME  OF  MY  LIFE
the waitress-druggist's word for it, a tumble-down cabin in use
years ago during an epidemic, but long since abandoned. Its
windows were gone, the floor probably covered with snow. It
was not and never had been the tight little institution I had
envisioned in my mind.
The druggist urged me to stay; she was sure the other doctor
was no good; no one liked him; he had been drunk three times
in two weeks and would last no time at all against competition.
There were two or three hundred whites in the immediate vicinity
and nearly a thousand Indians and mixed-bloods, many of them
periodically well-to-do. They fished for the salmon canneries of
a summer, in winter they hunted and trapped; it was not unusual
for a family to bring in a thousand dollars* worth of furs in the
spring. And they paid their bills. White man's medicine had a
curious appeal to them, especially if it came in big bottles and
was strong, black and bitter. But they were suspicious of doctors9
probably because none had made any sincere effort to gain their
confidence*
She suggested I make a door-to-door canvass of Front Street,
asking everyone whether I should leave or remain, and be guided
by the result. As the vote turned out more than ninety per cent in
my favour, I began that most delightfully engrossing task of tasks,
that of a young doctor establishing his first office.
There was but one vacant house in a good location, a rough
board and batten structure about ten by twenty feet in size with
a partition dividing it into two equal parts, one room furnished
with an old rusty stove, the other with a home-made table, chair
and stool. I tried the stove, which smoked furiously, then threw
out a generous amount of heat. Fortunately for the preservation
of my enthusiasm, I did not realize that ice and snow had sealed
the roof; that when they melted a large part of the resultant
water would drip through.
Out of empty boxes I made shelves, arranged my instruments
and supplies with the idea of showing them to good advantage.
The mayor-postmaster-hotel-keeper was interested and helpful,
fending me a good lamp for my surgery, another lamp and a
comfortable chair for my reception room, various articles I could
use. He told me later he knew by the gleam in my eyes that I
meant business and he suspected I was broke. In this latter he was
absolutely wrong; I still possessed the five cents with which I
bad landed.